Frank B. Ford 
Greene Street Artists’ Bui i 
uildi 
5225 Greene Street ‘lil 
Philadelphia, PA 19144-2927 
telephone (215) 848-7385 


AMERICAN TERRITORY -- a play 


A man digs out his ‘papas | space. He has a shovel and a 
scraper. Two rickety cardtable chairs or cheap kitchen chairs 
set the boundaries, front and back. One chair shoud have a short 
leg so that he sits a bit tilted on it when he rests. He vears 
a long blue coat. He is the only character, addressing his wife 
and intruders in the course of the play. 
So you have to go around the block! Big deal! I want to make 
it perfect. Come on! You try to get in here now and get stuck 
it's even more work. So why not do good job in the first place? 
Huh? Hey you women! Half-ass and take a chance! Oh never mind 
any of that Women's Lib shit with me. Come too late for you. 

So go go go go gow Ten miles an hour. Just don't hurt my 
baby. Yeah yeah yeah yeah it's your baby too. Of course. 


(aside) Like hell. (shooshes her away with backs of hands) 


Go go go go go. You come back it's lovely. (demonstrating 
as if his body's a car) Back right in beautiful. Work of art. 

What? Hey just go. I aint going to anew heart attack. 
You haven't killed me yet have you? Come on! Take off! 
You're making my ass freeze. I got to work (to) stay warm. 
(Now watching her, walking after her.) There's a good girl. 
Hey I said ten miles an hour! Jesus! Not going to look, 
just listen! (He has closed his eyes.) Haven't heard her 
knock anything down yet. (winces for two beats) She made 
the corner I do believe. (opens eyes) Thank God for little 
miracles. 


Okay okay (He chips away at the curb, half singing in falsetto 


) 
and in the rhythm of the chipping) Cold cold cold coldddddd 


a 
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witch's tit! Well digger's ass! Coh-oh=llllll-ddddd! Jesus! 
(leaning on handle) So cold I don't know if my pecker's 
pointed up or down but it's fuckin icicle in there. What you 
doing in there, huh? (small voice) Leave me alone. I'm colder 
than a witch's tit. 

Oh God oh God oh God oh God! (He scrapes away for two beats, 
then straightens quickly up to listen.) What the--? 

(We hear vague rumbling; the light from the snowplow starts 
to g@eep across him.) Oh no! (He throws scraper away and 
waves his arms madly.) Sweep wide! Sweep wide! Wait! 

(He runs in direction of plow, but quickly spins and speeds 
for sidewalk.) Mothers! (Heavy rumbling and: light sweeps 
completely past. He returns to sit on canted chair.) 

Boulders! Fuckin boulders! Look at this mess! Fuckin 
bastards couldn't pull out ten feet. Ten lousy feet. -Aughhhhhhh. 
All that fuckin work for nothing. Ten lousy feet. Would that've 
been such a big deal? Huh? You don't give a shit. Don't give 
a shit! 

What do they give a shit for? What do they care? Get coffee's 
all they care about. Work twenty minutes take two hour break. 
Taxpayers pay for it. I pay for it. I tell you this country... 
this country-— I can't even talk about it. Goddamn! They want 
to have jobs and that's what they do to you. (getting up, 
running towards audience) They saw me! Oh yeah they Saw me. 
Pricks! Layghing about it now! "This fat white boy this fat white 
boy he shovelin' dere and we comes!" Sons of bitches. 


I fixed them, or tried to--voted for Reagan. What's the use? 


Nobody can do nothing. It's no use. 
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stumbling 
(Now walking in direction snowplow tooké) Day's work for 


day's pay: Huh Huh huh? Absolutely radical fuckin doctrine, 
right? (I) better shut up somebody find an excuse (to) put. 
me in jail. That's what its come to. 

(Walks back and starts shoveling) They want to own everything. 
That's what they want. Everything I fuckin worked for; equal my ass! 
They want me to be the nigger. That'll be the fuckin day—ay~ay. 
Whole fuckin country's trying to take everything away from me 
give it to the niggers and Reecans and Cubans. And we built 
this fuckin country! That's what really burns my ass. 

Well they want it they can have it. Wash my hands. 
(brightening) Longs they don't get my car cause that's 
my baby and I don't mean maybe. 

(He dances with inverted shovel as partnen) 


(singsB By the way, by the way 
When I meet the preacher I'll say-- 


(chokes and coughs) 
There's a mistake, Preach. Braght wrong woman. Oversight, preach. 
Fuckin sonofabitchin oversight. Don't cry, nag ese somebody 
else want to marry you. Wait in parlour there. Read READER'S DIGEST: 
LIFE IN THESE UNITED STATES; HUMOR IN UNIFORM. Make you feel real 
Go a teay*a lovery. Uk tubs 

Boy there's ice in my lungs. Little needles. Why don't I 
hire a kid to do this? Cause they won't do it! They won't half 
do it is why. 

(starts shoveling fast) Make it right again to spite fuckin 


Jungle Bunnies. They can't hurt me. Nobody fuckin can hurt me! 


I'll talk to the mayor he'll burn their ass! Only can fuck me. 
so long. Everybody's going to find that out. Pronto! 
(fit of coughing and spitting) 

But..el'll die before they get it out. 

(panting) Freezing, exhausted, ice in my lungs, can't breathe. 
Doctor sayse.eefat. One-eighty. What's that? That's nothing. 

I'll die...fore get...out. Oh Jesus. I swear the little 
guy gets it in this country. Fuckin shaft! (drops shovel and 
holds right side of chest) Oh God don't tell me! It aint so! 
(hyperventilating) Ob no, no no, no no! (mouth drops open; eyes pop) 

Shit, Dummy, that's wrong side. Heart's on other side. 
Asshole! 

So? (he begins shadowhoxing) Hey hey hey I live to fight 
another day! (more furiously boxing) You don't have to be crazy 
but it helps. (giggles) 

Cant stop me now! I'm dynamite! Dynamite! I'm one hundred 
eighty pounds of dynamite with a half inch fuse! That's when 
it's down. (small voice again) Right! 

Hey no more fun. Work! (shoveling or chopping very fast) 
Got to work fast before she comes back, get my lovely car in 
here before they come back. (stops and leans) Hey come to 
‘think of it there's no problem about that. They won't be back 
for a week. Did enough damage for a week. 

Boy I'm telling you I'm telling you...what'’s it all for? 

What you break your ass for? Have a big car and you can't afford to 


p ut no gas in it and can't find a place (to) park it. 
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(Now he starts shoveling with finesse) Ohhhhhh but I love 
the car. I lovvvvvvve my car. It's my baby and I don't mean 
maybe. (starts singing) O it cost a fortune but-— What 
the fuck rhymes with fortune? Abortion. What kind of song 
would that be? Halk. A modern one. Rock n roll! They can 
say amthing they want now. Anything! Makes you ashamed (to) 
be a human being. 

Hey I'm a human being with a human bean and it's freezing 
off down there. Right? (small voice) Hey don't bother me. 

I'm freezing off down here. 

Getting delerious. Getting delerious with all the cold. 
(breathing hard) When you die you keep breathing till you 
can't get another one. And that's it. What could be fuckin 
simpler? I love it! Hah! 

He nen tice forwade from chest with both hakds) Aatt ‘kraut! 
under all that snow? Huh? /Can't even see through the windshield! 
Hey, I'm here! See? The smiling man in all the white snow? 
(waving arms) Whoops! Now I wish I didn’t see. Tarzan of the Apes-- 
least the ape part. All that hair keep you warm? Yeah that's 
right, that's right. It's mine, the space is mine. You catch on 
Se ies srsaie<Obenase I'm digging this one out for 
my car; wife's bringing it. ancet hens etcetera. That's your 
Indian name. 

Yeah? Well I'll tell you Sonny Boy. Nobody's getting this 
space but me. It might belong to everybody in the summertime but 
I'll be roundly fucked if it does now. See if you weren't too 


lazy (to) get snow off your windshield you cuuld see two chairs. 


My territory. My claim. Like the wild west. I'm aminer’. Alis I 


-_“~seef/teohU 


need is the hat with the light. Or or or or like the moon 
when they put the flag in: American Territory! (Pretends 
to plant the scraper, swaggers as t falls.) 

Yeah yeah yeah! I-—— Uh huh. Well I don't care what it 
says in Town ordinance or Constitution or Declaration of 
Independence or fuckin Bylaws of the Girlscouts neither! 

It's mine! You (meaning person addressed) do the work, you get one! 

That's it, you know? I mean somebody else does the work and 
you want it. There's no car here now? That's a whatchacallit? 
Brilliant perception. My wife, she's bringing it in a second. 
See you got to dig space out first and then put car in it. 
Clever people these Chinese, right? 

Hey Smartass it's none of my business but you're going to 
burn out that littl windshield wiper trying to move all that 
snow out of there. Why not shake your skinny little ass out of 
there (and) take the snow off with your tender hands? For same 
reason you want my space, right? Work. Foreign expression. 

(tries to speak in rhythm to wipers) 

/ Oh howdy ma'm, didn't see you there behind that pilei up 
mound of snow and salt and cinders and dirt and shit. 
(aside) It came from beneath the sea. Last saw her at the 
dog show. Whaaaa? I said I'd like to get some cheese for my dog. 
I can't help what you heard. That aint my responsibility. 
Of course I'm crazy! (I'm) taking to you aint I? That fuckin 
proves it! Case closed! You'll make a good lawyer, no shit. 
Whoops now you turn off the wipers just as I was getting all 
jazzed up! 


Yeah? Well please is a real nice word ma'm, but I just 


worked here a whole hour when two black "chaps" buried half of it 
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with the plow. And before you two arrived with your arguments 
for law and against work. (Ignores them to shovel for twobeats. ) 
Very warm for May isn't it? (to her) Why don't you take 

Hippy Buddy to your house==make nice pizza. Hey why yell at me? 
You could put lox on it. Yup. Uh huh. We're back to those 
legal grounds again huh? So get a lawyer. Get a cope Sue me! 

Hey come on man. Move one Please. No? Too bad. I'm 
trying to be nice and that don't work neither. Shit! I'm just 
thinking about you, Hippy Buddy. Nose that big...cold might 
injure. 

Ethnic my ass! Hey I don't know nothing about you two. 
Nothing! You two Irishmen? Irish (flourish with cap) persons 
I mean. I keep up to date. Shit in the bed and kick it out-— 
that's Irish. 

So I'm sorry you're insulted. Big snoz like that makes 
you @mell real good. Hell of an advantage no Shit. Can tell 
which rollon's effective. Heh heh. And you probably get 
China on that hair. How's reception today? 

Me? Prejudiced? Why perish the nahsty thought. I love 
everybody. Yeah that's me. Ask anybody. 

Yeah that's right too, Honey, you are hitting the nail on 
the head. You you you listen to Honey and get moving, Hippy Buddy. 
Find space down the street. Two young people like you can dig it 
out. Be nice novelty for you. 

Well you're wrong there. Oh yes indeed. My name aint Clyde. 
But you're just a snotty kid and that's all you are. Yeah? Well 
I always worked for a living but you're still sucking Mama's tit 


is what you are. Listen! I know you hate to go. Drop back 


another time. I enjoy idiots. 
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Oh my oh my oh my you do know a whole bunch of colorful and 
interesting expressions! If-you wasn't college fella I'd say 
you had dirty mouth. But I am sorry I can't help you. No shit. 
Brother's keeper and all of that. Works one way, right? 

(Holds shovel as if expecting attack) Yeah you just keep 


holding onto him Honey. That's it! (brandishing shovel) 


You better calm down, Nose or I put this shovel in the middle of it! 


(shaking all over and swinging shovel) You all talk. That's 
all you are.. 

(He swaggers around parking space) I was in World War Two, 
Sicilian Campaign! Used to eat guys like you for breakfast. 

If you are a guy. 

(rushes back..) I am not listening Sonny Boy. You two 
lovelies just have to move on. Expecting my wife momentarily. 
Its been jolly. That's it little girl: you reach over and 
turn that steering wheel. That's right! I couldn’ tve said it 
better myself. "Let's go Dah-ling." 

Don't tell me he's still fuckin whatyasay, reluctant. 

Hey, you waited long enough now, Hair, maybe they cleared the 
synagogue lot downtown. Show them your nose you can zip right in. 
Let Honey drive you can try Italian Social Club. 

The ultimate bigot? Hey that’s got a big sound. I like that 
sound. Bravo, Binga! The Ultimate Bigot! I love it! Broadway! 
Gangbusters! Your people have been fucking me all my life, 

a and now you're respecting me. Terriffic! 

(covers face as car flings back slush) Woo woo woo woooooo! 


You can throw all the junk you want to back with those little 


wheels. (waves) Sayanara. 


One scrape of the shovel, one little scrape of the shovel 
there little fella. See? All done. That wasn't hard at all. 
I didn't have to go to college to learn that. 

And just look at you go! Rum rum rummmmmmm. Fishtail here, 
fishtail there. Hit a couple of parked cars while you're at it. 
What do you care? You don't give a shit. Everything you want. 
fiverything your way, right? 

The ghinny girlfriend looked stupid but she come up with a 
good one there. I got to remember that one. "Nothing stings 
like the taunt of a fool." That's a good one. 

Boy oh boy oh boy make me president for a day! One day! 

I'd be Fidel Castro! Line em up against the wall! ("firing" 
with shovel or scraper) Spare the big ghinny girl though. 

Fuck her to death. (fit of coughing) Got to stop thinking bad 
thoughts. It aint good for my body. (resumes firing) Why not? 
Why not? Boy they all do more harm than good. Damn fag-hippies, 
hair out to here! Diseases. Smoke marijuana and screw tilll 
their faces get all white. They don't give a shit for nothing. 
Oh God it's so fuckin disgusting! Fuck like rabbits. Hey, rabbit! 
That's the hippy car all right. They poth had a bath last year. 
I should've bought them a bar of soap. Ivory. (leans on shovel, 
smiles) She had a nice tit, one I saw. (I'd) have her bowlegged. 
What she wants, not a legal jew with hair. 

Back to work, Gabby! (mutters) They're going to build 
the country. Might as well tell Russians to march right in. 

(leans on shovel, stares into audience) I'm going to die. 
That's how you get out of this. You're ready to die when you see 


how halfass everything is. Nobody gives a shit anymore. 
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(whispers) You stop giving a shit yourself. 
Hey come on now. Not ready to go yet. Not quite yet. 
Want to have my car for few more yearse 


(sings) Love my big ole car 
Though my big ole ass is freezing off. 


(dancing and kissing shovel) 
Lu-uve my big ole car. My Beauty. My Baby! Muhhhhh! 
Thirteen thousand one hundred seventy four buck~-er=inos! 
Its got everything. Everything! Stereo~e-o—-e-0-e~0 ! 
And everything else everybody else ant got. Does everythng 
but shake your dick! Oh bring my beauty back to me! 
Hey hey hey! Snowplow destroyed half my labors and bums 
in Rabbit riled me up but it allgot the ole adrenilin pumping! 
I should have fight with hippy eveyday. 
Working's the secret. Have a job a task. Go at it! 
Go at it go at it! When the going gets tough the tough get going! 
That's right! 
Dizzy fuckin wife’s worrying about heart attack! Shit! 
I'll tell you something. I'll tell you somebhing. If I knew 
this digging was going to kill me but 1 still could finish it and 
get it right--I mean goddamn perfect right!-—-then I'd let it 
fuckin kill me! And that's the difference between me and these 
people today. You bet your ass! 
(to audiance in intimate tone) You want beautiful automobile? 
Take a chance , baby. Take a little chance. You might die, 
might note Save your pennies. Nobody's going to give it to you. 


Some people get it easier. Up there on Virginia Avenue they 


got it. You got it you get it, But not many. 
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ed 
Fuckin hippies and yipies wanted it hand/to them. 


They're never going to get anything anyway. Smoke till their 
fuckin veins melt. 

Suck in drugs long enough you end up in wheelchair. 

(His vision will transport him.) Hell you go to these 
convalescent homes instead of seeing old people pissing in their 
pants you're going to see fuckin hippies, thousand hippies on 
the porch rocking away their fucked=-up brains. 

Hate. That's what brought them there. Those people can 
sure hate. Perverted. Hey they'd like me if I didn't work. 
Little hairy prick call me whole bunch of names. Yeah. Boy! 
Hey good. luck Hippy Buddy! Go get what you want. I don’t get 
what I want. That's the lesson right there. You don't get what 
you want. 

I wanted (to) break that shovel over your nose. Couldn't do 
that. Want to do things like that every day. I cauldn't do 
them, Hippy Buddy, but I auld buy a thirteen thougand one hundred 
seventy fourdollar car! That's my reward for eating shit. 
Try it you'll like it. Eat a little shit with your ice cream 
or go rock on that porch with the other hippies with the white faces. 
Pulling off and drooling (if) they got that much energy left. 

(giggling) Won't be room for any old farts in those places 
anymore. Shove their wheelchairs off into the weeds, tip them 
over hah hah. All these old crows cackling in the weeds! 

I love it! 

Then shit for brains hippies never have to worry about 

work again. 


Hey, maybe I shouldn't make fun of the old fucks. (I) aint that 
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far away. Fifty five! Getting up there. (jerking around) But 
I'm a rooster, a rooster. With a frozen cock. Brrrrrrrrrr. 
Where's that witch? I'm fifty five year old rooster with— 
I'm fiozen cock with frozen cock! And here's a bitty little 
hen. Funny little hen going to stop and chat with rooster! 
No way sister! Don't start backing in pretending unconsciaus! 
Could destroy one of these expensive chairs here. 
(Pushing hands forward and running to shove her car out) 
That's enough! As fars you go! (whine of tires) 
How come everybody wants what I got? (Holding up a chair ) 
Didn't you see my chair or nothing? Well now you see me! 
I feel like (a) movie star. (runs to point opposite her 
window. ) 
What do you think? (jutting chin out) Gregory Peck 
got anything to worry about? (disco step) How about John Travolta? 
Oh no kidding? An appointment with the doctor. Gynecologist 
perchance? Oh that is a shame! You're late. Tch tch tch tch tch. 
He's probably charging you right now. Well aren't you good? 


You're a good patient. You're a good patient. You're a good 


patient's what you are. 
(filsetto) 


And I'm getting giddy from the cold. /Giddy giddy giddy 
giddy giddy. 

Hey I know you're telling the truth. And I believe you'll 
only be in there ten minutes. But I have to say no. I been 
working here an hour you see. For my car. Money? A bribe? 


I love it! How about a thousand? 
No. Uh uh. It aint big enough for two cars neither. 


She I measured. (demonstrates) Put one chair front bumper 
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like-a so and then bump-—duh bump-duh bump-duh-bump—~see! 
That's how long my car is. I measured it and now I put 
these chairs here. Tells me where to dig, tells other 


people (to) stay away. My territory! I already dealt 
with the plow and a hippy and my wife'll be here momentarily. 


You go down there little wy and there's probably some 


imbecile dug out a spot and wants to give it to you. 
See I can't die working for yous I can die working for myself, 


that's okay. That's my problem. I don't wat to die heart 


attack, see? I mean you're nice and everything bt I don't 
care to die. Understand? 

No die! No die! No die! No die! 

Angry? Angry? I'm not angry I'm hysterical. Hysterical 


with the cold, hysterical with waiting! I went crazy long time 


ago. That don't bother me no more. I'm used to the condition. 


(strumming his lips) Blub blub blub blub blub up. 


But I'm detaining you. You shouldn't be sitting here 


with that Chrysler tiding away! Quarter a minute. And your 


wasting doctor's time now, right now. Youre putting tires 


on his Mergvedes and getting nothing back. 
Well you're very nice and I dearly wish I cuuld be nice back. 


And you got a lovely smile. Its been a genuine pleasure! 


Really! Let's plan to meet again at the next blizzard. What say? 


I'll bring the hors-de-ovaries. 
Bye—yigh. (thy wave as his eyes follow her departure, but then 


he is shocked and starts running after her) 
Right back to you! (bringingthe finger up) Right back to you! 


Spin on this! Rotate on This! Oh Jesus! Worst fuckin thing 


I ever see! (comes back and sits for two beats) 


rOredLi, 


A nun! A fuckin nun! Giving people the finger! That's 


what they teach in convents today? Lesbo-dykey fuckin little 


nuns giving the finger with their little smiles? I tell you 


Toooooo shit! (He flaps his 


everything is going to shit. 
It's totally fuckin disgusting. 


arms and falls off chair.) 
And they teach thehippes and their ghinny whores in school. 


Finger fucking exercises! It's lovely. 


(scrabling up) That's what .wrong with everything. 


That's an example. That's the whole argument! You don't 


need nothing else. A nun giving the finger=- that's enough to 


tell the whole fuckin story altogether. 
I don't go to church now and I never will again. And I 


was a Baptist but never mind: they're all cozying up to one 


another now. I think I'll go live in fuckin Russia! 


Aughhhhhhh (collapsing into chair) People make me puke! 
Give me a gun I'd put it right into my fuckin mouth now 


and wham! Nothing! No more endlesssss shit! (a beat until 


he hears his car and then lepps up maniacally! ) 


Woman driver! Woman driver! Hey she can drive she can 


Slide that lov-i-lee boat right into here. 
(sings) I love my lowi-lee 


drive! I love 


my car. I love it. Love it! 


car. Stop! (running) You got to back it in. I didn't 


dig out the whde fuckin block you know! 
Go up there and eeeeeeeeease 


Use some brains! 


That bigbaby is a big boat! 


her back. (She does, but backs up too quickly at first; 


he seizes chairs and throws them away, runs onto sidewalk. ) 


Janet Guthrie going backwards? I said 


Now here we 


Who the fuck are you? 
(very demonstrative now) 


take it fuckin easy! 
Watch crazy frozen-ass Daddy. 


go, here we £0, Mama. Watch Daddy. 


(He gives her directions now--an arm-waving maniac. 

Bring up 3/4s full THE STARS AND STRIPES FOREVER. 

What's ° happening in color in this whole pantomime is 
that we have red tueclees lights), white (backup lights), 
and blue (his coate) When she is parked we hit him with 
spot to show his absolute exultation! Then music comes up 


full and we go to black when it hits a climax note.) 
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AMERICAN TERRITORY —= a play 


A man digs out his parking space. He has a shovel and a 

scraper. Two rickety cardtable chairs or cheap kitchen chairs 
set the boundaries, front and back. One chair shou have a short 
leg so that he sits a bit tilted on it when he rests. He wars 

a long blue coat. He is the only character, adressing his wife 
and intruders in the course of the play. 

So you have to go around the block! Big deal! I want to make 

it perfect. Come on! You try to get in here now and get stuck 
it's even more work. So why not do good job in the first place? 
Huh? Hey you women! Half-ass and take a chance! Oh never mind 
any of that Women's Lib shit with me. Come too late for you. 

So go go go go go. Ten miles an hour. Just don't hurt my 
baby. Yeah yeah yeah yeah it's your baby too. Of course. 
(aside) Like hell. (shooshes her away with backs of hands) 

Go go go go go. You come back it's lovely. (demonstrating 
as if his body's a car) Back right in beautiful. Work of art. 

What? Hey just go. I aint going to have ¢ heart attack. 

You haven't killed me yet have you? Come on! Take off! 
You're making my ass freeze. I got to work (to) stay warm. 
(Now watching her, walking after her.) There's a good girl. 
Hey I said ten miles an hour!) Jesus! Not going to look, 
just listen! (He has closed his eyes.) Haven't heard her 
knock anything down yet. (winces for two beats) She made 
the corner I do believe. (opens eyes) Thank God for little 

miracles. 


Okay okay (He chips away at the curb, half singing in falsetto 


and in the rhythm of the chipping) Cold cold cold coldddddd 
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witch's tit! Well digger's ass! Coh-oh=-11lllll-ddddd! Jesus! 
(leaning on handle) So cold I don't know if my pecker's 
pointed up or down but it’s fuckin icicle in there. What you 
doing in there, huh? (small voice) Leave me alone. I'm colder 
than a witch's tit. 

Oh God oh God oh God oh God! (He scrapes away for two beats, 
then straightens quickly up to listen.) What the-—-? 

(We hear vague rumbling; the light from the snowplow starts 
to weep across him.) Oh no! (He throws scraper away and 
waves his arms madly.) Sweep widel Sweep wide! Wait! 

(He runs in direction of plow, but quickly spins and speeds 
for sidewalk.) Mothers! (Heavy rumbling and: light sweeps 
completely past. He returns to sit on canted chair.) 

Boulders! Fuckin boulders! Look at this mess! Fuckin 
bastards couldn't pull out ten feet. Ten lousy feet. -Aughhhhbhh. 
All that fuckin work for nothing. Ten lousy feet. Would that've 
been such a big deal? Huh? You don't give a shit. Don't give 
a shit! 

What do they give a shit for? What do they care? Get coffee's 
all they care about. Work twenty minutes take twe hour break. 
Taxpayers pay for it. I pay for it. I tell you this country... 
this country-—- I can't even talk about it. Goddamn! They want 
to have jobs and that's what they do to you. (getting up, 
running towards audience) They saw me! Oh yeah they Saw me. 
Pricks! Layghing about it now! "This fat white boy this fat white 
boy he shovelin' dere and we comes!" Sons of bitches. 


I fixed them, or tried to--voted for Reagan. What's the use? 


Nobody can do nothing. It's no use. 
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witch's tit! Well digger's ass! Coh=oh=—llllll-ddddd! Jesus! 
(leaning on handle) So cold I don't know if my pecker's 
pointed up or down but it's fuckin icicle in there. What you 
doing in there, huh? (small voice) Leave me alone. I'm colder 
than a witch's tit. 

Oh God oh God oh God oh God! (He scrapes away for two beats, 
then straightens quickly up to listen.) What the-——? 

(We hear vague rumbling; the light from the snowplow starts 
to seep across him.) Oh no! (He throws scraper away and 
waves his arms madly.) Sweep widel Sweep wide! Wait! 

(He runs in direction of plow, but quickly spins and speeds 
for sidewalk.) Mothers! (Heavy rumbling and: light sweeps 
completely past. He returns to sit on canted chair.) 

Boulders! Fuckin boulders! Look at this mess! Fuckin 
bastards couldn't pull out ten feet. Ten lousy feet. Aughhhhhhh, 
All that fuckin work for nothing. Ten lousy feet. Would that've 
been such a big deal? Huh? You don't give a shit. Don't give 
a shit! 

What do they give a shit for? What do they care? Get coffee's 
all they care about. Work twenty minutes take two hour break. 
Taxpayers pay for it. I pay for it. I tell you this country... 
this country-— I can't even talk about it. Goddamn! They want 
to have jobs and that's what they do to you. (getting up, 
running towards audience) They saw me! Oh yeah they Saw me. 
Pricks! Layghing about it now! "This fat white boy this fat white 
boy he shovelin' dere and we comes!" Sons of bitches. 


I fixed them, or tried to--voted for Reagan. What's the use? 


Nobody can do nothing. It's no use. 
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stumbling 
(Now walking in direction snowplow tooké) Day's work for 


day's pay: Huh Huh huh? Absolutely radical fuckin doctrine, 
right? (I) better shut up somebody find an excuse (to) put. 
me in jail. That's what its come to. 

(Walks back and starts shoveling) They want to own everything. 
That's what they want. Everything I fuckin worked for; equal my ass! 
They want me to be the nigger. That'll be the fuckin day-ay~ay. 
Whole fuckin country's trying to take everything away from me 
give it to the niggers and Reecans and Cubans. And we built 
this fuckin country! That's what really burns my ass. 

Well they want it they can have it. Wash my hands. 
(brightening) Longs they don't get my car cause that's 
my baby and I don't mean maybe. 

(He dances with inverted shovel as partnen) 


(sings} By the way, by the way 
When I meet the swear I'll say-- 


(chokes and coughs) 
There's a mistake, Preach. Braght wrong woman. Oversight, preach. 
Fuckin sonofabitchin oversight. Don't cry, enaet Tene somebody 
else want to marry you. Wait in parlour there. Read READER'S DIGEST: 
LIFE IN THESE UNITED STATES; HUMOR IN UNIFORM. Make you feel real 
ae cay s lovely. Uh huh. 

Boy there's ice in my lungs. Little needles. Why don't I 
hire a kid to do this? Cause they won't do it! They won't half 
do it is why. 

(starts shoveling fast) Make it right again to spite fuckin 


Jungle Bunnies. They can't hurt me. Nobody fuckin can hurt me! 
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I'll talk to the mayor he'll burn their ass! Only can fuck me 


so long. Everybody's going to find that out. Pronto! 


(fit of coughing and spitting) 

But..eLl'll die before they get it out. 

(panting) Freezing, exhausted, ice in my lungs, can't breathe. 
Doctor says..efat. One-eighty. What's that? That's nothing. 

I'll die...fore get...out. Oh Jesus. I swear the little 
guy gets it in this country. Fuckin shaft! (drops shovel and 
holds right side of chest) Oh God don't tell me! It aint so! 
(hyperventilating) Oh no, no no, no no! (mouth drops open; eyes pop) 

Shit, Dummy, that's wrong side. Heart's on other side. 
Asshole! 

So? (he begins shadowhoxing) Hey hey hey I live to fight 
another day! (more furiously boxing) You don't have to be crazy 
but it helps. (giggles) 

Cant stop me now! I'm dynamite! Dynamite! I'm one hundred 
eighty pounds of dynamite with a half inch fuse! That's when 
it's down. (small voice again) Right! 

Hey no more fun. Work! (shoveling or chopping very fast) 
Got to work fast before she comes back, get my lovely car in 
here before they come back. (stops and leans) Hey come to 
‘think of it there's no problem about that. They won't be back 
for a week. Did enough damage for a week. 

Boy I'm telling you I'm telling you...what's it all for? 

What you break your ass for? Have a big car and you can't afford to 


p ut no gas in it and can't find a place (to) park it. 


(Now he starts shoveling with finesse) Ohhhhhh but I love 
the car. I lovvvvvvve my car. It's my baby and I don't mean 
maybe. (starts singing) O it cost a fortune but-— What 
the fuck rhymes with fortune? Abortion. What kind of song 
would that be? Halk. A modern one. Rock n roll! They can 
say ambhing they want now. Anything! Makes you ashamed (to) 
be a human being. 

Hey I'm a human being with a human bean and it's freezing 
off down there. Right? (small voice) Hey don't bother me. 

I’m freezing off down here. 

Getting delerious. Getting delerious with all the cold. 
(breathing hard) When you die you keep breathing till you 
can't get another one. And that's it. What could be fuckin 
simpler? I love it! Hah! 

He nat Fe PAM Ie nee Ofiak eatlh both hakds) Hate reat? 
under all that snow? Huh? /Can't even see through the windshield! 
Hey, I'm here! See? The smiling man in all the white snow? 
(waving arms) Whoops! Now I wish I didn’®¢ see. Tarzan of the Apes-- 
least the ape part. All that hair keep you warm? Yeah that's 
right, that's right. It's mine, the space is mine. You catch on 
a Mee the aid le~Otaie I'm digging this one out for 
my car; wife's bringing it. saree? tees etcetera. That's your 
Indian name. 

Yeah? Well I'll tell you Sonny Boy. Nobody's getting this 
space but me. It might belong to everybody in the summertime but 
I'll be roundly fucked if it does now. See if you weren't too 


lazy (to) get snow off your windshield you cauld see two chairs. 


My territory. My claim. Like the wild west. I'm a miner’. Alls I 
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need is the hat with the light. Or or or or like the moon 
when they put the flag in: American Territory! (Pretends 
to plant the scraper, swaggers as t falls.) 

Yeah yeah yeah! I-— Uh huh. Well I don't care what it 
says in Town ordinance or Constitution or Declaration of 
Independence or fuckin Bylaws of the Girlscouts neither! 

It's mine! You (meaning person addressed) do the work, you get one! 

That's it, you know? I mean somebody else does the work and 
you want it. There's no car here now? That's a whatchacallit? 
Brilliant perception. My wife, she's bringing it in a second. 
See you got to dig space out first and then put car in it. 
Clever people these Chinese, right? 

Hey Smartass it's none of my business but you're going to 
burn out that littl windshield wiper trying to move all that 
snow’ out of there. Why not shake your skinny little ass out of 
there (and) take the snow off with your tender hands? For same 
reason you want my space, right? Work, Foreign expression. 

(tries to speak in rhythm to wipers) 

/ Oh howdy ma'm, didn't see you there behind that pilei up 
mound of snow and salt and cinders and dirt and shit. 
(aside) It came from beneath the seae Last saw her at the 
dog showe Whaaaa? I said I'd like to get some cheese for my dog. 
I can't help what you heard. That aint my responsibility. 
Of course I'm crazy! (I'm) taking to you aint I? That fuckin 
proves it! Case closed! You'll make a good lawyer, no shit. 
Whoops now you turn off the wipers just as I was getting all 
jazzed up! 

Yeah? Well please is a real nice word ma'm, but I just 


worked here a whole hour when two black "chaps" buried half of it 
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with the plow. And before you two arrived with your arguments 
for law and against work. (Ignores them to shovel for twobeats. ) 
Very warm for May isn't it? (to her) Why don't you take 

Hippy Buddy to your house==make nice pizza. Hey why yell at me? 
You could put lox on it. Yup. Uh huh. We're back to those 
legal grounds again huh? So get a lawyer. Get a cope Sue me! 

Hey come on man. Move one Please. No? Too bad. I'm 
trying to be nice and that don't work neither. Shit! I'm just 
thinking about you, Hippy Buddy. Nose that big...cold might 
injure. 

Ethnic my ass! Hey I don't know nothing about you two. 
Nothing! You two Irishmen? Irish (flourish with cap) persons 
I mean. I keep up to date. Shit in the bed and kick it out-— 
that's Irish. 

So I'm sorry you're insulted. Big snoz like that makes 
you @mell real good. Hell of an advantage no Shit. Can tell 
which rollon's effective. Heh heh. And you probably get 
China on that hair. How's reception today? 

Me? Prejudiced? Why perish the nahsty thought. I love 
everybody. Yeah that's me. Ask anybody. 

Yeah that's right too, Honey, you are hitting the nail on 
the head. You you you listen to Honey and get moving, Hippy Buddy. 
Find space down the street. Two young people like you can dig it 
oute Be nice novelty for you. 

Well you're wrong there. Oh yes indeed. My name aint Clyde. 
But you're just a snotty kid and that's all you are. Yeah? Well 
I always worked for a living but you're still sucking Mama's tit 


is what you are. Listen! I know you hate to go. Drop back 


another time. I enjoy idiots. 
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Oh my oh my oh my you do know a whole bunch of colorful and 
interesting expressions! If-you wasn't college fella I'd say 
you had dirty mouth. But I am sorry I can't help you. No shit. 
Brother's keeper and all of that. Works one way, right? 

(Holds shovel as if expecting attack) Yeah you just keep 


holding onto him Honey. That's it! (brandishing shovel) 


You better calm down, Nose or I put this shovel in the middle of it! 


(shaking all over and swinging shovel) You all talk. That's 
all you are.. 

(He swaggers around parking space) I was in World War Two, 
Sicilian Campaign! Used to eat guys like you for breakfast. 

If you are a guy. 

(rushes back..) I am not listening Sonny Boy. You two 
lovelies just have to move on. Expecting my wife momentarily. 
Its been jolly. That's it little girl: you reach over and 
turn that steering wheel. That's right! I couldn’ tve said it 
better myself. "Let's go Dah-ling." 

Don't tell me he's still fuckin whatyasay, reluctant. 

Hey, you waited long enough now, Hair, maybe they cleared the 
synagogue lot downtown. Show them your nose you can zip right in. 
Let Honey drive you can try Italian Social Club. 

The ultimate bigot? Hey that's got a big sound. I like that 
sound. Bravo, Bingo! The Ultimate Bigot! I love it! Broadway! 
Gangbusters! Your people have been fucking me all my life, 
seks. and now you're respecting me. Terriffic! 

(covers face as car flings back slush) Woo woo woo woooooo! 


You can throw all the junk you want to back with those little 


wheels. (waves) Sayanara. 
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One scrape of the shovel, one little scrape of the shovel 
there little fella. See? All done. That wasn't hard at all. 
I didn't have to go to college to learn that. 

And just look at you go! Rum rum rummmmmmm. Fishtail here, 
fishtail there. Hit a couple of parked cars while you're at it. 
What do you care? You don't give a shit. Everything you want. 
bverything your way, right? 

The ghinny girlfriend looked stupid but she come up with a 
good one there. I got to remember that one. "Nothing stings 
like the taunt of a fool." That's a good one. 

Boy oh boy oh boy make me president for a day! One day! 

I'd be Fidel Castro! Line em up against the wall! ("firing" 
with shovel or scraper) Spare the big ghinny girl though. 

Fuck her to death. (fit of coughing) Got to stop thinking bad 
thoughts. It aint good for my body. (resumes firing) Why not? 
Why not? Boy they all do more harm than good. Damn fag-hippies, 
hair out to here! Diseases. Smoke marijuana and screw tilll 
their faces get all white. They don't give a shit for nothing. 
Oh God it's so fuckin disgusting! Fuck like rabbits. Hey, rabbit! 
That's the hippy car all right. They both had a bath last year. 
I should've bought them a bar of soap. Ivory. (leans on shovel, 
smiles) She had a nice tit, one I saw. (I'd) have her bowlegged. 
What she wants, not a legal jew with hair. 

Back to work, Gabby! (mutters) They're going to build 
the country. Might as well tell Russians to march right in. 

(leans on shovel, stares into audience) I'm going to die. 
That's how you get out of this. You're ready to die when you see 


how halfass everything is. Nobody gives a shit anymore. 
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(whispers) You stop giving a shit yourself. 
Hey come on now. Not ready to go yet. Not quite yet. 
Want to have my car for few more years. 


(sings) Love my big ole car 
Though my big ole ass is freezing off. 


(dancing and kissing shovel) 
Lu-uve my big ole car. My Beauty. My Baby! Muhhhhh! 
Thirteen thousand one hundred seventy four buck~er~inos! 
Its got everything. Everything! Stereo-e-0—e~0-e-0! 
And everything else everybody else ant got. Does everythng 
but shake your dick! Oh bring my beauty back to me! 

Hey hey hey! Snowplow destroyed half my labors and bums 
in Rabbit riled me up but it allgot the ole adrenilin pumping! 
I should have fight with hippy eveyday. 

Working's the secret. Have a job a task. Go at it! 
Go at it go at it! When the going gets tough the tough get going! 
That's right! 

Dizzy fuckin wife's worrying about heart attack! Shit! 
I'll tell you something. I'll tell you somebhing. If I knew 
this digging was going to kill me but I still could finish it and 
get it right--I mean goddamn perfect right!=—=-then I'd let it 
fuckin kill me! And that's the difference between me and these 
people today. You bet your ass! 

(to audiance in intimate tone) You want beautiful automobile? 
Take a chance , baby. Take a little chance. You might die, 
might note Save your pennies. Nobody's going to give it to you. 


Some people get it easier. Up there on Virginia Avenue they 


got it. You got it you get it, But not many. 
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Fuckin hippies and yipies wanted it eo ps them. 

They're never going to get anything anyway. Smoke till their 
fuckin veins melt. 

Suck in drugs long enough you end up in wheelchair. 

(His vision will transport him.) Hell you go to these 
convalescent homes instead of seeing old people pissing in their 
pants you're going to see fuckin hippies, thousand hippies on 
the porch rocking away their fucked=up brains. 

Hate. That's what brought them there. Those people can 
sure hate. Perverted. Hey they'd like me if I didn't work. 
Little hairy prick call me whole bunch of names. Yeah. Boy! 
Hey good. luck Hippy Buddy! Go get what you want. I don't get 
what I want. That's the lesson right there. You don't get what 
you want. 

I wanted (to) break that shovel over your nose. Couldn't do 
that. Want to do things like that every day. I cuuldn't do 
them, Hippy Buddy, but I auld buy a thirteen thougand one hundred 
seventy fourdollar car! That's my reward for eating shit. 
Try it you'll like it. Eat a little shit with your ice cream 
or go rock on that porch with the other hippies with the white faces. 
Pulling off and drooling (if) they got that much energy left. 

(giggling) Won't be room for any old farts in those places 
anymore. Shove their wheelchairs off into the weeds, tip them 
over hah hah. All these old crows cackling in the weeds! 

I love it! 

Then shit for brains hippies never have to worry about 

work again. 


Hey, maybe I shouldn't make fun of the old fucks. (I) aint that 
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far away. Fifty five! Getting up there. (jerking around) But 


I'm a rooster, a rooster. With a frozen cock. Brrrrrrrrrr. 


Where's that witch? I'm fifty five year old rooster with— 


I'm fiozen cock with frozen cock! And here's a bitty little 
Funny little hen going to stop and chat with rooster! 


No way sister! Don't start backing in pretending unconsciuus! 


Could destroy one of these expensive chairs here. 
(Pushing hands forward and running to shove her car out ) 


hen. 


That's enough! As fars you go! (whine of tires) 


How come everybody wants what I got? (Holding up a chair) 


Didn't you see my chair or nothing? Well now you see me! 


I feel like (a) movie star. (runs to point opposite her 


window. ) 
What do you think? (jutting chin out) Gregory Peck 


got anything to worry about? (disco step) How about John Travolta? 


An appointment with the doctor. Gynecologist 
You're late. Tch tch tch tch tch. 


Oh no kidding? 


perchance? Oh that is a shame! 


He's probably charging you right now. Well aren't you good? 


You're a good patient. You're a good patient. You're a good 


patient's what you are. 
(filsetto) 
And I'm getting giddy from the cold. /Giddy giddy giddy 


giddy giddy. 
Hey I know you're telling the truth. And I believe you'll 


only be in there ten minutes. But I have to say no. I been 


working here an hour you see. For my car. Money? A bribe? 


I love it! How about a thousand? 


No. Uh uh. It aint big enough for two cars neither. 


she I measured. (demonstrates) Put one chair front bumper 
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like-a so and then bump-duh bump=<duh bump=duh-bump—-see! 
That's how long my car is. I measured it and now I put 
these chairs here. Tells me where to dig, tells other 
people (to) stay away. My territory! I already dealt 

with the plow and a hippy and my wife'll be here momentarily. 

You go down there little wy and there's probably some 
imbecile dug out a spot and wants to give it to you. 

See I can’t die working for youe I can die working for myself, 
that's okay. That's my problem. I don't wat to die heart 
attack, see? I mean you're nice and everything bt I don't 

care to die. Understand? 

No die! No die! No die! No die! 

Angry? Angry? I'm not angry I'm hysterical. Hysterical 
with the cold, hysterical with waiting! I went crazy long time 
ago. That don't bother me no more. I'm used to the condition. 
(strumming his lips) Blub blub blub blub blub tlup. 

But I'm detaining youe You shouldn't be sitting here 
with that Chrysler tiding away! Quarter a minute. And your 
wasting doctor's time now, right now. Youre putting tires 
on his Mervedes and getting nothing back. 

Well you're very nice and I dearly wish I cauld be nice back. 
And you got a lovely smile. Its been a genuine pleasure! 

Really! Let's plan to meet again at the next blizzard. What say? 
I'll bring the hors-de-ovaries. 
Bye-yigh. (thy wave as his eyes follow her departure, but then 
he is shocked and starts running after her) 

Right back to you! (bringingthe finger up) Right back to you! 
Spin on this! Rotate on This! Oh Jesus! Worst fuckin thing 


I ever see! (comes back and sits for two beats) 
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A nun! A fuckin nun! Giving people the finger! That's 


what they teach in convents today? Lesbo=-dykey fuckin little 


nuns giving the finger with their little smiles? I tell you 


everything is going to shit. Toooooo shit! (He flaps his 


arms and falls off chair.) It's totally fuckin disgusting. 


And they teach thehippes and their ghinny whores in school. 


Finger fucking exercises! It's lovely. 
(scrabling up) That's what .wrong with everything. 


That's an example. That's the whole argument! You don't 


need nothing else. A nun giving the finger-- that's enough to 


tell the whole fuckin story altogether. 


I don't go to church now and I never will again. And I 


was a Baptist but never mind: they're all cozying up to one 


another now. I think I'll go live in fuckin Russia! 


Aughhhhhhh (collapsing into chair) People make me puke! 


Give me a gun I'd put it right into my fuckin mouth now 


and wham! Nothing! No more endlesssss shit! (a beat until 


he hears his car and then leaps up maniacally! ) 


Woman driver! Woman driver! Hey she can drive she can 


drive! Slide that lov-i-lee boat right into here. I love 


my care I love it. Love it! (sings) I love my lowi-lee 


Stop! (running) You got to back it in. I didn't 
Use some brains! 


Care 
dig out the whde fuckin block you know! 


That bigbaby is a big boat! Go up there and eeeeeeecease 


her back. (She does, but backs up too quickly at first; 


he seizes chairs and throws them away, runs onto sidewalk. ) 
Janet Guthrie going backwards? I said 
Now here we 


Who the fuck are you? 
(very demonstrative now) 


take it fuckin easy! 
Watch crazy frozen-ass Daddy. 


go, here we go, Mama. Watch Daddy. 


(He gives her directions now--an arm-waving maniac. 

Bring up 3/4s full THE STARS AND STRIPES FOREVER. 

What's ' happening in color in this whole pantomime is 
that we have red Pisamsade lights), white (backup lights), 
and blue (his coat.) When she is parked we hit him with 
spot to show his absolute exultation! Then music comes up 


full and we go to black when it hits a climax note.) 
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